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For the sixth night in a row, ever since the plans for the band's next trip had been finalized a week ago, Axl 
Rose woke up drenched in sweat and shaking in the early hours of the morning. He glanced at a nearby clock, 4 


am. 
"God damn it." 


He rolled over and tried to go back to sleep, but as in the previous nights, his dreams were haunting him. The 
same dreams that had haunted him as a child and a teenager, back again. 


He gave up on his failed attempts at sleeping and pushed his blanket aside, frustrated. He put his head between 
his hands, trying to force the images away, but they just wouldn't go. He almost screamed in frustration and 
had to resort to throwing a pillow at the wall angrily. 


Ever since the dream had started occurring again, Axl had made Steven switch rooms with him, as he had 
previously shared with Izzy. Steven had been the only one with his own room because it was a small 
apartment which the five members of Guns N Roses shared in LA, and Steven snored. 

Axl suppressed yet another urge to scream, yell, kick, or break something. 

Suddenly he heard soft footsteps outside, and a knock on the door followed. 

"Yeah?" Axl's voice came out croaky, tired, exasperated. 

The door opened and Izzy stepped in 

"Are you alright?" 

"Why wouldn't | be?" 

"Don't fuck with me, Axl. | heard you throw something. And | know you've been waking up during the right. Is 
this about.. you know, where we're going today? Are you having bad dreams or something?" Izzy stared at his 


best friend with a no-nonsense air. 


Axl sighed. He'd forgotten how light of a sleeper Izzy was. Just fucking figured he'd know something was going 
on. Axl had a hard time hiding anything from his friend, and it frustrated him to no end. 


"Look, it's not that fucking important. Go back to sleep, man. Sorry for waking you." 


Izzy reluctantly agreed and left, but not without giving Axl a pitying look. It was incredibly hard to get through 
to Axl; he had built his walls up so high. Izzy knew there was no point in trying to argue though. 


He went back to his own room to find that Steven had woken up too. 

"Where'd you go?" The blonde asked groggily. 

"| was just talking to Axl. Pretty sure that fucker's having nightmares” 

Steven looked confused. 

"Why?" 

"Don't you remember? Today's the day we leave for Indiana. Axl's mom insisted we all stay at their house. 
"Yeah, and?" Steven was slow when he was tired 


"And don't you remember anything we told you about his fucking childhood? Like he wants to go back there, let 


alone take us." Izzy responded, growing more irritated by the minute. "But his mom didn't leave him much of a 


choice." 


"Oh, yeah." Steven looked dazed for a second, until he drifted back off to sleep. His snores filled the bedroom 


once more and Izzy sighed, getting into his own bed and covering his ears with a pillow. 
Meanwhile, Axl was pacing. 


He'd given up completely on the hope of getting any more sleep whatsoever and had taken to thinking up 
possible excuses for getting out of going back to Lafayette. It was winter, and the last thing he wanted was to 
be in Indiana when it was snowing, which it undoubtedly would be. It would just remind him of all the 
disappointing Christmases spent in church with his stepfather, and getting hit when he complained about going. 


He had hoped never to see that fucking town again in his life. But now he didn't really have a choice. Not to 
mention, Guns N Roses had a couple of gigs in Indiana that week, and they were just getting big. This was not 
the time to ruin what they had all worked so hard for. 


So he was going to have to suck it up and go. For everyone else's sake. 


He sighed and lit a cigarette, taking a long, desperately needed pull of smoke. Yet for some reason it wasn't 
relaxing him as much as usual. He tensed up again. It was going to be a long couple of days spent in his 
hometown. 


He sighed again and took another pull of his cigarette, desperately wishing for a reason to cancel the trip, 


which he knew he wouldn't find. He'd never been quite that lucky. 


He went into the bathroom and caught sight of himself in the mirror. He looked like a walking zombie. He was 
pale and he had bags under his eyes from not sleeping. The simple boxers he wore to sleep in were hanging off 
his waist, just barely staying on. He hadn't eaten much as of late, and really had no desire to do so. His 


bandmates were getting a little worried 


Somehow he managed to pass the next few hours keeping himself busy working on song lyrics and looking at 
material for their next album, though he didn't really have his mind set to it. Once the clock reached about 
8:30 he woke up all the other band members. Their flight wasn't until about | pm. but he didn't want to be the 


only one awake any longer. 


Of course, for the most part, they were all very pissed off, unwilling to get out of bed and fighting killer 
hangovers as usual, although Izzy didn't really fight back much. Maybe it was because he had a strange 
suspicion that Axl really needed them. 


Axl forced them all to get up, saying he really wanted to go over some songs before they left. Besides, none of 
them had packed yet. So by the time all that was accomplished, it was about time to leave for the airport. 


Steven called a cab to take them to LAX, and they just barely made their flight. They probably wouldn't have 
if it had been a normal day for Axl; he usually slept long and showed up everywhere late. Although honestly he 
wouldn't have minded missing the flight, since he was dreading where they were about to go. 


The plane landed much sooner than Axl wanted it to. 


"Axl, dear!" He heard his mother's familiar, dreaded voice, and looked up with a fake smile as she pulled him 


into a hug. 


Duff, Steven, Slash and Izzy stood around awkwardly, unsure of what to make of this and whether or not it 


was a happy moment. 
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A moment later, Axl thankfully escaped his mother's tight embrace by saying they had better go and get 
their luggage. She reluctantly let go of him and nodded, saying she'd wait outside. Axl motioned to the other 
four to follow him, which they did, still not saying anything. They knew that from here on out anything and 
everything they said could be taken the wrong way by him. 


He was not a happy man, and they all knew it. 


They went to get their suitcases and made sure they had all their belongings before slowly making their way 
out of the building, still not speaking, with Axl leading the way and taking every possible detour he could find. 
But finally he couldn't put it off any longer. 


He took a deep breath and pushed open the door leading to the exterior of the airport. 


As expected, his mother, Sharon, was waiting outside. She helped them pile their bags into the back of her 
mini-van and then got in the driver's side. Axl had no choice but to grudgingly take the passenger seat. Slash 
and Steven sat in the middle while Duff and Izzy settled down in the trunk 


It was only about a twenty-minute drive to Axl's childhood home, and each and every second of it was spent in 


uncomfortable silence, each person in the car staring out of their respective windows. 


As the van approached the old house, Axl felt his heart sink a little deeper in his chest. That familiar feeling of 
dread that always accompanied this place settled in again, destined to stay until the minute he would get on 
the plane back home. 


They got out of the car, and Axl's mother helped them unload their things before unlocking the door to the 


house. 


The others followed her in, Axl trailing behind a little. With each step he took he slowed his pace, not wanting 
to be reminded of what his life used to be. As far as he was concerned, that wasn't him anymore, and he 


wasn't going to allow that part of his life to take over again. He'd suffered enough. 


He felt a lump form in his throat the very second he stepped inside that house. The somewhat comforting 

scent of his mother's cooking (she'd obviously prepared something for dinner) mixed with the familiar aroma 
of the times spent here as a child drifted towards him, filling him with some unidentified emotion. He took in 
the family pictures hanging on the walls; him, his mother, his siblings and their stepfather, usually at church 


events. 


In a moment of weakness everything came flooding back to him. Every glass shattered on the floor, every tear 
spilled in the room, every punch thrown by his stepfather. Every painful memory he'd tried to suppress and 


leave behind, including his earliest one involving his biological father. 
He shuddered. 


Thinking about all of this nearly ripped him in two, and they'd only just arrived. He tried to keep it inside 
though. He owed that much to his mother. He blamed her for a lot of what had gone down, even though most 
of it wasn't her fault. Sometimes he felt guilty about that, but he had always needed somebody else to blame. 


"Ax, you coming?" Duffs worried-sounding voice ripped Axl out of his terrifying trip down memory lane, and 


he gave a quick nod, glad for an excuse to move on. 


They followed Axl's mom to the back of the house, where the bedrooms were located. There were four rooms; 
Axls old one, his younger sister Amy's, his half-brother Stuart's, and the one his mother and stepfather 
shared. Axl was to sleep in his ex-bedroom, of course, while Slash and Steven would share Amy's and Duff and 
Izzy would get Stuart's. Both of Axl's siblings had moved out by now too and so their rooms were available. 


‘ll leave you guys to settle in Dinner will be ready in about fifteen minutes." Sharon's voice cut through the 
silence that nobody had noticed settling in again, startling all of them. 


They nodded and each went into their separate rooms. 


"Fuck." Axl exhaled and dropped his duffel bag, taking a deep breath before daring himself to look around a little. 
To his surprise, nothing had been changed. From his dusty old piano books on the shelf in the corner to the 
medals he had won in track, everything was exactly how it had been the last time he had seen this room at 


age I. 


Before he knew it the fifteen minutes were over and his mother's voice calling them for dinner ripped him out 


of his thoughts once again. 


He hesitantly left the room and went into the dining room to find Duff, Slash, Izzy and Steven all awkwardly sat 
around the mahogany table. His gaze swept over the dining room and landed on the grand piano in the middle of 


it. A slight wave of nostalgia overcame him as he remembered it being one of the only things he liked about 


his childhood. 
His mother came in with a plate of food 


"Sit down, Axl. | made your favorite." She gave him a weak, watery smile and he decided it would be best to act 


at least a little happy. So he smiled back and sat down at the table next to Duff. 


His mother served everyone and then took a seat herself. Axl couldn't help but notice she'd taken very little 
for herself, even by her standards, and then his eyes settled on her face. 


It was the first time he had properly looked at her since they had arrived. She still looked almost exactly like 
he remembered. Thinner, perhaps, and much more tired-looking, but the fake smile hiding her true pain was 
still plastered onto her face like it had always been It had been the only smile Axl had ever seen her show, 
and it was the one he'd grown accustomed to. 

Everyone had just begun to eat, in silence, when suddenly the door opened. 


"Stephen's home." 


Axl wasn't sure whether it was fear he detected in his mother's voice or relief at something to break the 


silence, but whatever he heard sure as hell didn't sound good. 
A minute later his stepfather's face appeared as he stepped into the dining room. 
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"Hello, Sharon" Axl's stepfather, Stephen, briefly acknowledged his wife before turning his attention to the rest 
of the people seated around the dining table. 


"What is it- Slash, Duff, Izzy, and Steven, right? And William, of course." 
Its Axl" Axl corrected him coldly. "And | see you've done your research." 
"Axl, then. And you insist on being called that because?" 


Axl ignored him and continued eating. The rest of the band sat around a little awkwardly, unsure of what to do, 
and Axis mother, Sharon, just patted Stephen on the arm. Stephen sat down and stayed quiet, surprisingly not 
acting on his obvious irritation It seemed like he was at least making an effort to avoid any stress right now. 
It had been a while since he'd seen his stepson, after all. Or maybe he just didn't want to make a scene in 


front of the rest of them. 


Later that night, after the dishes had been cleared up, Axl was sitting around the living room with the rest of 
the band. Nobody spoke. Nobody had all afternoon. Nobody knew what to say. The TV set was on, set to MTV 
with the volume up high, but no matter how hard he tried to block them out, Axl could still hear the all-too- 
familiar sounds of his mother and stepfather arguing. After the dinner that had seemed like it might have 
been okay, this sort of crushed his hopes for a nice visit again. Well, nice was a bit of an overstatement 


anyway. 
But still. A man could hope. 


Then again, shouldn't Axl know better than to hope? Hope was what had gotten him down every time he had an 
ounce of it and it had gotten taken away from him brutally. He knew better than to expect any surprises from 


this visit, didn't he? 
Still, the raised voices weren't quite as raised as he remembered them to be. Either he just didn't remember 
it as well as he thought, or they were TRYING to be a little considerate. Either way, he could still hear every 


word they were saying, and only hoped his friends couldn't (or weren't listening). 


"Listen, Sharon, that boy is dangerous! He's in a fucking rock band and | want him out of this house right now." 


"Stephen, he's my SON! | know you never liked him but that gives you no right to- OW!" Her speech was cut 
off by what sounded very much like a slap to the face. 


Axl immediately jumped to his feet and ran into their room. He didn't care who this guy thought he was, he 
had no right to treat Axl's mother like this. It wasn't like he didn't used to do it, but now Axl felt ready to 


defend her. He was older, and stronger. The poor woman had never hurt anybody. 


No matter how much Axl hated her sometimes, he loved her deep down. She was his mother, but he didn't 


always know how to act around her. 
Now he didn't have a doubt what he wanted to do though. 


He ran into the bedroom and pushed Stephen off his mother, prepared to throw punches at him, but he was 
stopped by his mother's firm grip on his upper arm. 


"William--" A warning look from her son set her straight. "I mean Axl. Sorry. Axl. Not now, okay? Not tonight. 
Things are fine. We don't need you guys fighting.’ 


Axl began to protest, but she tossed him a look and his arguments faltered. She was right. It was his first 
night back home (not that he wanted to be here at all), and he wasn't going to ruin it. Especially not for his 
band. They didn't deserve any of this. He slowly unclenched his fist and left the room again, but not before 
growling and glaring once at his stepfather. 


Stephen let out a small chuckle. Sharon tossed him a look and he shrugged it off, then went into the living 
room and settled down in an armchair with a bottle of beer. 

The awkward silence returned. Duff, Izzy, Steven and Slash had been chatting quietly while Axl was gone, 
although Izzy had seemed slightly worried, but now that Stephen and Axl were back, everyone hushed. 
"l'm going to bed" Axl announced, and with that he stormed off into his bedroom, slamming the door shut 
behind him. He punched the wall, just to let out some anger, and an old picture frame fell down due to the 
force. It cracked slightly. 

He picked it up. 


His school picture from first grade. 


Thinking back to then almost brought tears to his eyes. His eye was slightly black and his smile looked 


extremely forced. 
A first-grader should be unconditionally happy at all costs. 


A first-grader shouldn't know the true horrors of the world yet, all that should come much, much later. 


A first-grader shouldn't be afraid of going home after school, and a first-grader shouldn't expect the worst 


from everything. 
But most of all, a first-grader should still have his innocence. 


Axl's innocence was taken away from him much too early, way before the time came, and some scars never 


truly heal, no matter how good you become at hiding them from the world, and even those closest to you. 


Seeing that picture opened up an old wound deep inside of him, bringing a certain bitterness back, and he would 


have preferred it to stay hidden 

He threw the picture across the room, and it shattered against the wall 

Then there was a knock on the door. 

"Whoever you are, go away." Axl growled. 

"Dude, its me. Can | come in? Please?" A familiar, comforting, friendly voice sounded out. 
Axl grimaced, but gave in. This was his best friend 

"Alright, but | won't be held responsible for any injuries. Keep your distance." 

"Don't worry, dude. | know you pretty well, buddy, even if you don't like to admit it." 
"Whatever, dude." 


The door opened and Izzy walked in. He took one look at the shattered glass, and he guessed what it must have 


been 

"Old picture?" Axl nodded. "Want a cigarette?" Izzy continued 
"Got a lighter?" 

"Yeah" 

"Give me one” 


Izzy plopped down on the floor next to where Axl had sat down before, and the two Indiana boys sat side by 


side, smoking. 


It was just like many days of their childhood were spent. Just like the old times. Only they weren't children 


anymore. 
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Axl tossed and turned He couldn't go to sleep. Great. The minute he stepped back into this house, it was back 
to the sleepless nights that he'd been having before they even left Los Angeles, and the ones he used to have 
when he was much younger. The fact that he was in his childhood bed wasn't helping either. If Axl had gained 
anything at all from this experience, it was that if there was one thing you shouldn't be left alone with at 
night, it was your own thoughts. They ate you alive until the next morning as you mentally killed yourself a 


hundred times over, and Axl had had enough of that. 


He pushed the blankets aside and tip-toed to the nearest room, which happened to be the one Duff and Izzy 
were staying in As he opened the door and stepped inside, he tripped over someone's bag but just managed to 


catch himself before he fell. 
Unfortunately, it woke the room's occupants. 
"Dudel What the fuck are you doing? Its, like, three in the morning." 


"Axl.. is that you?" Izzy sat up and switched on a light, rubbing his eyes. Duff cried out at the sudden 
brightness. 


"Would you shut the fuck up?" Axl hissed, and Duff immediately covered his mouth, looking apologetic. Then Axl 
sat down in the chair next to Izzy's bed and propped his feet up on the mattress. "What?" He asked defensively 


in response to the looks the other two were giving him. 


"Nothing." They both muttered, and Izzy, knowing Axl well enough to know he just wanted some company, 
turned the light back off and went to sleep. Axl sat in the dark for a few more minutes before drifting off 


himself; it helped knowing his friends were there in case he needed them. 


Duff was confused, but stayed quiet about it. He had noticed Axl acting a little strangely, of course, but now 
he thought it was going a bit too far. Axl hated to show his vulnerability because he was proud of how high 
he had built up his walls, so it was rare for Axl to do something like this, to just come into their room 
because he didn't want to sleep alone. Something must be really off. Duff knew that Axl wasn't happy, nobody 
would be in his shoes, but he didn't think it was this extreme. If Axl really felt this badly about this place and 
his childhood, surely he would have found a way to get out of coming back? But Duff knew Axl was illogical 
sometimes (well, a lot), and with that thought in mind to reassure himself, he finally went to sleep himself. 


By the time Duff woke up the next day, Axl was gone already. Not that they expected any differently, and if 
anybody mentioned what had happened in the night, Axl was sure to deny it. Axl didn't like to be vulnerable. 


"When did he leave?" Duff pointed to the empty chair. Izzy shrugged his shoulders. 

"Don't know, man. He was gone when | woke up too." 

Duff opened his mouth to say something in response, but he was cut off by the sound of muffled yelling. At 
first he thought it was Stephen, but then he realized it was actually Axl. Stephen must have left the house 


already, because Axl was shouting at his mother. 


"You know, mom, | thought maybe things would be different by now! Years have gone by and | thought things 
would have changed! But you're still fucking letting yourself be pushed around by him like you always did!" 


"Bill - | mean Axl - wait!" Sharon's voice faltered as they heard footsteps leaving the house and the door 


slamming shut 
Duff looked at Izzy. lzzy looked at Duff. An uncomfortable silence ensued. 
Then Slash burst in the door. 

"Did you guys hear that?" He asked them anxiously. 

"Who didn't?" Izzy responded dryly. 


"Do you think we should go after him?" Slash wondered nervously, and Duff began to agree, but Izzy cut him 
off. 


"No. Leave it alone, man. He just needs to cool off" 
"Alright, but we have a gig tonight so he'd better be back by then." Slash warned. Izzy just shrugged. 


Axl returned half an hour later. He seemed a little calmer, but when his mother tried to talk to him he just 
brushed her off and made his way back into his bedroom. 


Five minutes later, Steven ambled in. 
"Hey Axl, whats up with you?" 


"Stay out of it, Stevie." Axl avoided his blond drummer's gaze and turned his head to stare out the window at 


the snow-covered world around him. 


"You're still up for the show tonight though, right?" Axl ignored him. "Axl?" Steven persisted. 


"Yeah, yeah, whatever. Can you leave me alone?" Steven grudgingly left the room, a little worried. Axl wasn't 


the most reliable person in the world, and they all knew it. 


Axl sighed, wishing he didn't have to be here right now. What he really wanted to do was take a plane back to 
LA right now and just hide under a rock for a few days, but he knew he couldn't let his band down now. 
Especially Stevie, who was always so excited about their gigs. He'd be crushed if the show had to be cancelled 
because of some stupid family problems their singer was going through. Not that any of them really knew 
what he felt like inside. 


Axl moved over to his bed. He'd been up pretty early that day and didn't really want to do much right now 
anyway, so he let himself fall asleep. A couple of hours later, when Izzy came to check on him, he was still 
dozing so Izzy decided to leave him alone. He probably needed the sleep, and besides, they wanted him to be in 
good shape tonight. 


When Axl finally awoke, he felt a little better. He still wasn't really up for performing, and briefly considered 
cancelling, but then he decided it might even be good for him. He'd be out of the house, after all, and time 
away from his childhood home could never really be a bad thing. He only hoped his mother and stepfather 
didn't decide to come see Guns N' Roses, and not just because he didn't think they'd like the music very much. 
Another few hours later, it was time for them to go to their gig. 
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The crowd was cheering and going wild The small venue in a town about twenty minutes away by car from 
Lafayette, Indiana, was filled to the brim with fans excited to see and hear Guns N' Roses play. The stench of 
sweat mixed with the unmistakeable smell of beer already strongly overpowered the place, and the band hadn't 


even come on stage yet. 


In a room backstage, the five men sat around uneasily. It was really just like any other gig - no need to be 
nervous - except that Axl's foul mood affected not only him, but everyone around him too. Slash, Steven and 
Duff were worried that it would affect Axl's performing and that, in turn, the audience would pick up on it, 
causing an unsuccesful gig with a bad atmosphere (for them, anyway). Izzy was mostly worried about his 
friend (he wasn't so flashy anyway; he cared less about the crowd). And Axl? Axl just didn't really care at all. 
About any of it. He had other things on his mind. 


Suddenly, a member of the crew knocked on their door and peeked in. The guys looked up. 
"5 minutes!" He told the band. Axl sighed. 
"Fine, let's fucking do this shit” He mumbled Steven smiled, and the men made their way towards the stage. 


For once, they weren't late. Axl found himself thinking about this among other things as his mind wandered all 
over the place. He couldn't seem to focus on the crowd watching him intently, nor the microphone right in 


front of him. He couldn't get into the feel of the concert mentally. That is, until the music kicked in 


The minute the all-too-familiar bass line of ‘Its So Easy’, followed by the other instruments joining in, 
surrounded Axl, he forgot everything else. He sang his heart out, danced around like crazy, and ran up and 


down the stage. It didn't matter that it wasn't a super large venue, he put on a great show, like always. 


But every time there was silence and he had time to think, his thoughts travelled back to everything that had 
been bothering him. In this strange way, he had his full head and heart in the music, but was preoccupied 
every time he had nothing to do. This didn't go unnoticed by his band mates, of course, but it seemed to fool 


the audience well enough, because they were having a great time. 


Every time there was a break in music, Axl scanned the crowd quickly, but there was no sign of his mother 
or his stepfather. At some point nearing the end of the show, Axl finally realized they weren't going to show 
up, and started having a better time. Of course, by then, there were only a few songs left. But at least he left 
the stage feeling much better about himself than he had been at the beginning. 


When the band returned home, after hanging out backstage a little longer and having a couple of beers (or 
more), the house was silent and dark. Figuring Sharon and Stephen had gone to sleep already, they tried to find 
their bedrooms quietly in the dark, which didn't work so well since they were considerably drunk, but they got 


there eventually. 


Axl collapsed in his bed. He was exhausted due to lack of sleep in the previous night (although he had had that 
nap during the the day), plus the show was tiring as always (his stage antics could be pretty extreme, which 
didn't help), and the alcohol was definitely kicking in by now. He fell into a deep, peaceful, dreamless sleep almost 
immediately, for the first time in weeks. It was a nice feeling, and though he awoke the next day with a 
pounding headache, he wondered why he hadn't been drinking so much previously, since it clearly helped the 


sleeping problem. 


He got out of bed and wandered into the kitchen, pressing his fists against his eyes to avoid the inevitable 
dizziness of being hungover and groaned when he opened his eyes. All the shades were open in the kitchen and 
the sun was shining down, reflecting off the snow on the ground. The rest of the band sat around the kitchen 
table, silently drinking black coffee, each nursing their own hangovers. But none of them looked unhappy. 


Last night had been a success, they had all decided. Now they were just anxious to see if Axl's good mood 
after the gig had lasted until today. They all watched in anticipation as he poured himself a cup of coffee and 
sat down at the table, next to Slash. The first words he said would probably determine the atmosphere around 
here until the next gig, and none of them wanted to deal with the crabby, angry Axl of before the previous 
night. 


Luckily for them, Axl smiled. 
"That was a good gig." He said. "When's the next one?" 


"Day after tomorrow." Slash reminded him with a smile. Now all of them were happy. Things seemed to be 
okay. And when Sharon and Stephen came in for breakfast, they weren't yelling at each other. They weren't 
saying much of anything, but it wasn't an angry, cold silence. It was just silence, without much meaning and 


without a need to read any deeper into it, and everyone was loving it. 


Surprisingly enough, the next few days went by without much stress of any kind. Sharon and Stephen must 
have realized something, come to some sort of conclusion, wanted to make Axl's stay more pleasant, or just 
didn't feel like arguing anymore, but they were being pretty civil with each other. Sometimes Stephen would 
start to yell, but after a look from Sharon, he would cut it out. Or vice versa. Things seemed to be working 
pretty well. Axl still wasn't super happy about being there, but they had one out of three gigs over with and 
they were a little closer to going back home. And besides, he'd found a way to escape it now anyway. Every 
night he drank himself into oblivion And on the off-chance that somebody did start a fight or something, he'd 
just drink until he didn't notice it anymore. 


Alcohol was his new best friend. And he was the only one that didn't see how much it was affecting him. 


He was becoming sloppy. Missing the small band conference sessions they had to plan their next show, and 
beginning to not care about anything anymore. And it was worrying the rest of the band. 
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It was the morning of the day of Guns N' Roses’ second gig in Indiana, the middle one. The house was silent. 
And while Axl pretended things were fine right now, his friends knew they weren't. There may not be much 
arguing going on, but they knew something had to be off when Axl was waking up at seven-thirty in the 

morning each day, still hungover from the previous one and with vomit on his clothes, but already drinking 


again. Something was seriously off, and the band was worried, so they conferred and decided something needed 
to be done. And that was how Slash found himself confronting Axl about his newfound drinking habits. 

"Dude, we're worried about you." He said as he burst into Axl's bedroom. "You've been drinking a lot lately." 
"Yeah, well, you don't fucking have to be." Axl snarled at him. "I've got it under control." 

"Cut out the act, man! | know better than anyone about excessive drinking, and | know you too, whether you 
like it or not, and this isn't gonna end well for you, dude! Your body isn't used to it. You're fucking puking your 
guts out most days, if you can even stand up.” 

"You don't know what | can and can't fucking take, Slash. You don't live in here." Axl paused to point at his head. 
"You don't know what it's like to live your life constantly crippled by fear and scars from the past and 
memories that will ALWAYS REMAIN. You just don't fucking know, and you never willl" 

"Okay, you're right. | know. But that doesn't mean you're the only one that has issues. The rest of us just put 
them aside for the band and our friends. You're not only destroying yourself here, but it's affecting all of us 
too. Stop being so fucking selfish! Just because you're always such a drama queen!" 

"Excuse me?" 


"You heard me." 


"You motherfucker." Axl looked at Slash with loathing in his eyes, but if you knew him well enough you could 
see the hurt behind it. And Slash knew him. 


"Look, man, | just want you to be okay for the show tonight. Now gimme that!" Slash reached for the bottle of 


booze Axl was holding. 


"No. 


"Axl, give me that right now." 
"No, Slash. You can't take this away from me, you fucker. | NEED IT! | HAVE NOTHING ELSE!" 
"You don't need it at alll" 


"Get the fuck out. You fucking hypocrite. Some people say Jack Daniels is your best friend, you know. You have 
no right to lecture me about drinking.” Axl didn't look up as he repeated himself. "Get. Out" 


So Slash left, shutting the door behind him, ashamed. He walked back into the living room, where the other 
three were sitting, and sighed. 


"| don't know what to do about him" 


Meanwhile, Axl sat in his room mentally kicking himself. He knew his friends were just trying to help, but it 
wasn't in his nature to accept help from other people. He just hoped they didn’t take it personally. He'd get a 


chance to apologize later, anyway. 


Just then there was a knock on the door, and a minute later a fluffy-haired Steven came in and sat down on 


the bed next to Axl. After a minute or two of silence, Stevie spoke up. 


"Look, man, you don't have to understand what we're trying to do here. But you're wrong when you say you 
have nothing else, because you'll always have us, dude. And you need us more than you need some bottle of 


booze." 


Steven Adler was not necessarily one to give advice, but he was one to cheer a person up. And every now and 
then, he said something really smart that hit home, and almost always worked. Axl began to soften up a litle 
bit, hating himself for it but not being able to stop it. Steven's words were like magic. Anyone could say them, 
of course, but Stevie's personality was so positive that you couldn't help but believe him when he did. 


"Axl, we know you're upset. And we accept that. But don't take it out on us, and please don't let it affect you 


like this. You can't see what it's doing to you, but we can And we want you to be okay because we care about 


you." 


Nobody said anything for a while. 


"Give me that, dude. Please. Please." And Axl found he couldn't say no to Stevie, and reluctantly allowed his 

blonde friend to pry the bottle from his grip. "Okay, now lay down for a little while, alright?" Axl nodded. "Rest 
up for the show." Stevie continued. He thought he saw a tiny hint of tears forming in Axl's eyes, and he didn't 
want to push his luck with the redhead, knowing his temper all too well, so he got up and went, leaving Axl to 


himself. 


Steven walked back into the living room holding the bottle triumphantly over his head, earning cheers from the 


others. A huge grin formed on his face. Steven believed in Axl, even if that was a mistake at times. He was 


sure Axl would be okay eventually. He had to be. 
The evening came. Duff knocked tentatively on Axl's door - he'd been holed up in his bedroom all day. 
"We gotta go, Axl." 


Then he went to wait outside with the others. Five minutes later, Axl came out. He looked tired, but at least he 
wasn't drunk. He looked down at his feet before awkwardly speaking up. 


"Guys, l- I'm really sorry. | shouldn't be letting my personal problems affect you. That's unprofessional.” He 
looked up at them apologetically. Stevie, always quick to forgive, spoke. 


"That's okay. We know." Then he pulled Axl into a hug and soon everyone joined in before heading off to the 
concert in a much better mood. It helped all of them to talk about it, more than they knew. 


They played a good concert, maybe even better than the last one, and everyone felt good about it. None of 
them had anything to drink after this show, though. They knew better than to drink with Axl there. They were 
still in a great mood, however. That is, until they left. 


With Axl leading the way, they left the venue and walked out into the cold Indiana air. Axl stopped dead in his 
tracks when he opened the door, his face frozen like a deer in the headlights. Poor Steven, behind everybody 
else, couldn't see what was going on. Axl stared at the face in front of him, paralyzed. Although he hadn't seen 
this man in forever, there was only one person it could be. 

When Axl spoke, he sounded almost scared. 


"D- Dad?" 
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"Dad?" Axl repeated, having recovered from the shock almost fully now and speaking more confidently, and in 
an almost angry way. 

"William." The man spoke quietly but his voice was firm, and nobody dared to correct him on the name. 

In fact, Slash, Duff, and Izzy were avoiding the man's gaze at all costs, staring at the floor. Poor little Steven 
still had no idea what was happening since he couldn't see, being all the way at the back as well as the 
shortest one of them. 

"What's going on?" He whispered to Slash. "Is Stephen here?" Slash shook his head slightly, afraid to speak. 
Steven looked confused for another minute or two, until the realization hit and the truth dawned on him. A 
loud gasp escaped him, and he immediately put a hand over his mouth apologetically, but nobody even blinked. 
"Is it really. you know.?" He whispered to Slash. 

"Yeah. It is." Slash muttered back. Steven's mouth hung open, and he could only whisper one word back 


"Wow." 


And wow was right. Of all the astonishing, shitty things that could happen during Guns N' Roses' visit to 


Indiana, this was the most unexpected by far. 


The car ride back to the house was extremely awkward. William insisted on them all taking the car with him, 
and although he wanted to, Axl couldn't bring himself to tell his father that he wouldn't be welcome at their 


house. He didn't even want to think about how Sharon would react. 


William found the house surprisingly well, for a man who hadn't been there in over two decades, Axl thought 
to himself. But he didn't say anything. Nobody did. Axl stared out the window with a very displeased look on his 


face. Actually, displeased would have been a severe understatement. He was clearly provoked by his father's 


visit. But who wouldn't be, given their history (however little of it there was)? Slash, Izzy, Steven and Duff 
were all looking out the window too, unsure of what to do or say. If they thought things had been awkward 


before, they were a hundred times worse now. 
It was basically the longest car ride any of them had ever experienced. Or, at least, that's what it felt like. 


After what seemed like an eternity, they finally reached the house. The minute they got there, Axl opened up 
the car door and practically ran (or, at least, speed-walked) to the house and disappeared into his bedroom, 
slamming the door. Duff and Izzy exchanged a concerned glance before following Axl towards the back of the 
house, deciding, however, to leave him alone and to go into their own room instead for the time being. Slash 
and Steven did the same, they all knew Axl well enough to realize that talking to him immediately might not be 
the best idea. They'd try later. And they were definitely grateful that he had a room to himself, because 
nobody wanted to be around him right now (and he definitely didn't want to be around anyone). 


Nobody wanted to be there when William came in, either. He left the car last, taking his time as he made his 
way up to the porch and entered the house. 


Sharon and Stephen were sitting in the living room watching TV peacefully, not at all surprised that none of the 
band had said hello to them. They'd heard all the guys come in and go into their respective rooms, which is 
why they were a little unnerved when they heard another set of footsteps come in. These made their way 
into the living room, where they stopped. Sharon turned around, and when she saw who it was she nearly had 
a heart attack. They stared at each other for a minute. Stephen looked confused. Then he seemed to catch on. 


and then everyone lost control. 


From Axl's room, all he could hear was muffled screams and the sound of things being thrown. Glasses 
shattered, chairs got knocked over. He couldn't be sure because he couldn't hear exactly what was being said 
(not that he wanted to), but by the sounds of it William was yelling at Sharon for something, he didn't know 
what, but there had always been some reason for William to abuse his family even when he was the only one 
that saw the sense in it. Apparently that was still the same about him. It also became clear to Axl that 
Sharon wasn't doing anything about it, not that that was anything new, but that Stephen was sticking up for 
her, which was shocking, to say the least. 


At this point Axl was getting very sick of this. He had been wondering why his biological father had showed up 
here at all, now it was clear that he just wanted to yell at his family. Why bother coming back, Axl wondered. 
But his father's rage often didn't need much of a reason; a trait which Axl had seemingly inherited too. But 
things had just been looking up at home. For once, Axl hadn't felt totally awful in this house. And then this just 
had to happen. There was always a catch. Nothing went right. Life is cruel in that way; it lets you think you're 
finally getting something good, and then it rips it away from you like a fucking band-aid. 


When he had seen his true dad for the first time in so many years, he had been shocked, worried, and scared. 
That's not the way a person should feel when they see a parent they haven't seen in forever. I's just not 


right. 


The worst part of it all was that Axl had never been good with positive feelings, and, with the help of his 
bandmates (although he didn't really show it), he had finally built up the tiniest ounce of hope. Now that was 
torn to shreds along with whatever had been left of his heart. 


And so Axl gave up on trying. 


He snuck out of his room one more time that night, quietly past the living room where Stephen and William 
were in the middle of a fistfight and Sharon cowered in the corner crying, and straight into the kitchen He 
grabbed a bottle of the strongest liquor he could find, tiptoed back to his bedroom, and downed as much of it 
as he could. Just enough to make him numb; enough to let him pass out and make sure he would sleep until 


morning. Of course he wished he could just fall asleep permanently. 

Izzy had just returned from the bathroom when he saw the redhead sneaking back into the room with the 
bottle of alcohol. Great. He should have known this was going to happen; should have anticipated it. He knew his 
friend well enough. Then again, alcoholism was a newer habit of Axl's. And Izzy decided he wouldn't do anything 
about it. Not tonight. The singer deserved a break, to be honest. 


Meanwhile in the living room, the fighting went on. 
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Axl's alcohol-addled dreams were uneasy and filled with uncomfortable repressed memories that night. Due to 
the intoxication, he had managed to fall asleep fairly quickly, but he was tossing and turning and sweating all 


over. 


Flashbacks and snippets of his childhood came back to him in an all-too vivid way. Usually people don't 
remember their very early years, and he had subdued most of his childhood anyway, but everything that had 
happened these past few days sent it all flooding right back into his subconscious as though it was just 
yesterday that he was two years old and being molested by his father. 


A familiar sense of humiliation was ever-present in his dreams that night, the same humiliation he had felt 


any time he had been wronged and been unable to do something about it (which had been many, many times). 
It seemed that, although he was deeply asleep, Axl would be getting no rest tonight. 


In the next room over, Izzy lay awake with worry. Duff was fast asleep in the other bed, exhausted from a 
long day (and Steven and Slash probably were, too, since they had also had something to drink before bed), but 
Izzy wasn't that lucky. Not only could he hear the sounds of Stephen and William beating the crap out of each 
other, occasionally interrupted by the cries of Sharon, but he couldn't even begin imagine what this was doing 
to his longtime best friend and he was honestly scared. He just hoped Axl had managed to fall asleep so he 
wouldn't have to deal with this for at least a few hours. 


Forty-five minutes later, Izzy was still wide awake, and he groaned. By now the sounds of the fighting had 
ceased and he was pretty sure he had heard someone leave the house at some point. He assumed Sharon and 
Stephen had managed to kick William out, which would be good, because, laying here in the dark, the hatred for 
that man had been building up inside of him to a point where he wouldn't be able to exercise much self-control 
should he see him. Granted, he didn't really know William Sr, but he had heard plenty, plus he knew Axl very 
well, and it was plain to see that this man had fucked him up. You didn't have to be a genius to see that. 


After another fifteen minutes of brooding in the dark, Izzy decided to get up for a glass of water. The silence 
led him to believe that Sharon and Stephen had most likely gone to bed, so he didn't mind heading to the 


kitchen. However, when he passed the living room, he stopped dead in his tracks. 


Turning his head, his suspicion (and fear) was confirmed. There was someone sitting in an armchair. It was a 


man, but it wasn't Stephen. 


William Sr. sat there, by himself, sipping a beer, no sign of the other two. Izzy couldn't stop himself from 


growling. 


"What the hell are you doing here?" burst out of him. He didn't stop to ask whether the others had left, or 
where they had gone, he just wanted to know what the fuck Axl's dad wanted. 


"Nice to meet you, too." William responded sarcastically. 


"Fuck you. Do you even know what you've done to Axl? You being here might kill him." Izzy was surprised at 


how quiet and steady he was managing to keep his voice, though each word dripped with resentment. 
‘Oh, and who are you, his boyfriend?" 


Wow. Axl's dad really was as much of a dick as Izzy had been expecting. Still, he couldn't help but notice some 
similarities between the way he and his son handled confrontations, and he didn't like that. 


"Why don't you just fuck off" 
"Oh, relax, | just came to borrow some money from Sharon." 


"So you don't contact either of them for over twenty years, and then you come back looking for money 
exactly the week Axl's back? Figures, you must have read about the concerts or something. What the fuck did 
you do to Sharon, anyway?" Izzy was growing increasingly suspicious and angry, making a fist behind his back, 
his nails digging into the skin of his palm. 


"They went for a walk. | think they had a lot to talk about. | guess Stephen didn't know very much about 
Sharon's life before he showed up... | guess | fixed that" The man gave an evil smirk Hate boiled up inside Izzy's 
chest. He didn't like Stephen, either, but William Sr. had no right to mess with his ex-family's new life. Unable 
to stop himself, he ran forward and began to punch William, but before he could get very far, the other man 
stood up and pushed Izzy out of the room. He was tall. 


The two tumbled outside and fought. At one point Izzy managed to pin William down and was just about to 
punch him in the face when the moon shone down a little brighter and it hit Izzy with a pang just how alike 
Axl and his father looked. In this brief moment he was shocked and it gave the other man enough time to gain 
control over the fight. Before long, he was beating the shit out of the younger, black-haired man, and Izzy was 


no longer in a position to defend himselt. 


William might have killed him if the loud grunting and yelling noises hadn't woken a confused Slash up. As soon 
as his foggy vision cleared enough for him to see what was happening, he gave a yelp and pulled William off of 
Izzy, who was bleeding in several places on his face as well as clutching his ribs, a pained expression taking 


over. 


"You know what, fuck this, you losers aren't worth my time. | was just trying to reconnect with my son, but if 
you want to mess that up.. whatever. I'm out" With that, William Rose Sr. turned around and left. 


"THIS ISN'T HOW YOU RECONNECT WITH SOMEONE, YOU IDIOT FUCKHEAD!" Izzy spat after him with what little 
breath he had left. 


"Come on, let's get you to the hospital” Slash helped him to Sharon's car, stumbling, and then woke Duff up to 


drive as he wasn't in a state to. 


In his room, Axl was jolted awake by loud yelling, though he hadn't been able to discern what was being said. 
Disoriented, he ran around the house and found only a sleeping Steven, who he promptly shook awake. 


"Dude, what the fuck happened? Where is everyone?" 


But Steven wasn't very much help. The two of them paced the house and then went out on the street, but 
they couldn't find any of the others. 
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An hour or so after the others left, Duff returned by himself. Axl and Steven were sitting in the living room, 
unable to go back to sleep and worried as fuck because God knows what might have happened between William 


Sr., Stephen, Sharon, Duff, Slash and Izzy in the time the other two had been asleep. 


As soon as Axl heard the front door open he rushed to his feet. Upon seeing the tall blonde walk in, he growled 
and practically attacked him with questions, agitated from the long wait, the worry, the pent-up anger from 
the last few days, and the effects of the alcohol which hadn't quite worn off yet. 


"Whoa, whoa, whoa, calm down, man!" Duff, alarmed, wanted to get Axl to relax a little before he broke the 
news about what had happened to Izzy. Unfortunately, that didn't appear to be happening anytime soon, so Duff 
sighed and decided he might as well get started "At least sit down for me, okay?" Axl, stubborn as always, 


shook his head and crossed his arms. 


"Just tell me what the fuck happened." He growled viciously. Steven loitered nervously in the background, 
chewing his lip and shooting Duff anxious glances. 


"Okay, well, the thing is, Izzy got into a fight with your dad" Duff waited for a reaction but Axl remained 
stony-faced. Duff then proceeded to tell him exactly what had gone down. “But don't worry," he concluded, 
"Izzy's going to be fine, he got pretty badly bruised though and he's got a couple of broken ribs, but he's 


tough. Slash is still with him in the emergency room." 

Duff stopped talking and looked at Axl expectantly, awaiting some kind of reaction Axl remained expressionless 
but with a somewhat determined look in his eye. Then, suddenly, he got up and stormed out the door, stopping 
only briefly to grab Sharon's car keys off the kitchen table where Duff had dropped them on his way in. 


The other two groaned and chased after him, but before they reached him he had gotten into the car and 
driven off. 


"Great. Just fucking great." Duff moaned. "Now what? Angry Axl is harder to deal with than drunk Axl." 
"Where do you think he went?" Steven chimed in for the first time in a while, ignoring Duff's whiny tone. 


"How the fuck would | know, maybe to the hospital to yell at Izzy for getting in that fight? Axl doesn't think 
rationally when he's like this. Fuck, man" Duff complained some more and pushed a hand through his fluffy 


blonde hair before looking around the street they were now standing on. Then, out of the corner of his eye, he 


saw two figures coming towards them. 
Sharon and Stephen, back from their walk. Huh, so apparently Axl's dad had told Izzy the truth about that part. 


Duff walked towards them to tell them what had happened, ending with telling them Axl had taken the car and 
gone somewhere. Sharon immediately grew worried, he was her son, after all, and begged Stephen to let them 
take his car to go look for him. Stephen, of course, wasn't thrilled about this, but he eventually gave in on the 
condition that he drove because he didn't trust anyone else to. 


When they all piled into the car, Stephen frowned at Duff's and Steven's dirty boots and stained leather pants 
and jeans, respectively, on his nice suede seats, and was about to make a comment when Sharon tossed him a 


warning look and hurried him along. 


Once they were en route to the hospital, an uncomfortable silence filled the air. Stephen stared straight ahead, 
Sharon looked out the passenger side window, and Steven and Duff stared down at their hands awkwardly. 


Finally, Stephen couldn't take it anymore. 
"How could you not tell me what kind of man Axl's father is, Sharon?" 


"| didn't think you'd ever have to fucking meet him and | didn't see it as being all that important! After all, | 
married you, right?" She tossed back. 


Steven and Duff exchanged unnerved glances. Steven gulped. This trip was a total disaster so far. He was just 
praying they could get through tomorrow (well, actually today, since it was way past midnight) and play their 
final gig before flying home the following day without anything else going wrong on top of all this. Maybe they 
should have tried to find a way to get out of coming here, but nobody really knew the extent of Axl's home 
situation. Well, except Izzy, and that fucker had kept his mouth shut. Then again, who could have anticipated 
Axl's dad showing up? Steven was pretty sure Axl had believed him to be dead.. If it was just Sharon and 
Stephen they could have coped. This was a whole other league of insanity. 


The guys were extremely relieved when they arrived at the hospital and could escape the car. Duff rushed 
ahead to the room they had put Izzy in, everyone else following close behind, ignoring the stares of the few 
people that were there at that hour that might have recognized the two blonde men. Without knocking, Duff 


burst open the door to Izzy's room. 
"Where's Axl?" He demanded. 
"Axl?" Izzy repeated, perplexed "Axl never came here." Slash was asleep on a chair in the corner. 


"Fuck" Duff walked over to the lead guitarist and kicked him to wake him up. "We have a problem. Axl took the 


car and left and we have no idea where the fuck he went." 


"So what?" Slash asked groggily. "He's a big boy, he can find his way back" 


"Except if he's not here, he probably went looking for his father, shithead" Duff snapped back. At this, Slash's 


eyes widened. 
"Fuck, you're right" They both turned to face Izzy. 


"Go look for him." Izzy encouraged them. "I'll be okay." He winced, clearly still in pain, but he reassured them 
they had to find Axl, who knows what William might do to him if he confronted him alone. Sure, Axl was tough, 


but William was basically a bigger, older, more experienced version of him, and things could get ugly. 


"Try some of the bars." Izzy named a few that seemed likely. "Check their back alleys. If you don't find them 
there, then.." Izzy stopped to catch his breath. “Try looking at the abandoned playground just outside the city." 
He gave them the directions on how to get there. "Axl and | used to go there to smoke joints back in the day. 
He said he'd been there a few times when he was a very young child, going there were some of his earliest 
memories. Maybe William took him back then. If he did, chances are that's where you'll find them." Sharon 
glanced at her husband. 


| never took him there." She stated simply, but there was a hint of tears in her eyes and a slight quiver in 


her voice. 


‘Okay, let's go there first then" Steven decided. On the way out, he stopped at the hospital phone to call the 


police, just in case. 
When they got to the playground, sure enough, they found Sharon's car crashed into a tree. Upon further 
inspection, there were two people there, behind the swingset. One was on the ground, in the snow, screaming, 


and the other was towering over him, arms outstretched, holding what looked like a gun. 


To be continued... 


Home is where the heart is 


Author's Notes: 
So this is the end. Thanks to everyone who stuck with me, and | hope it was worth it! 


Slash was the first to escape the car, frantically swinging the door open before the car had even stopped 
moving entirely and jumping out as fast as he could, running towards the two figures in the hazy distance. The 
others followed closely behind, only Stephen remained at the car to shut all the doors and make sure it was 


locked. He didn't trust this neighborhood. 


"Come ON, man!" Steven turned around to yell at him, urging him on, amazed at what a dick he was being. His 
stepson was in potential danger and he cared more about his fancy car. Even if he didn't care about Axl, he 
could at least pretend to for Sharon's sake, Steven found himself thinking. 


Immediate cold panic hung in Slash's stomach like lead when his eyes adjusted to the darkness and he came a 
little closer to the rusted swing set. His eyes trailed past it to the two men they had seen upon arrival. A 
glance downwards showed long, strawberry red hair spread out on the ground, a distinct contrast to the 
spotless white of the snow, and a delicate, all-too familiar deep voice moaned as the figure writhed around. 
Slash let out an unplanned yelp and both of the Rose men's heads turned to where he was standing, their 


shock almost palpable in the icy winter air. 


Something that resembled fear fleeted across William Sr’s face as he looked at the curly-haired guitarist, but 
only for a moment so that Slash almost thought he'd imagined it, and then it was replaced by something much 
more vicious, something that looked a lot like disgusted hatred mixed with fierce anger. Slash knew that look. It 
was a signature Axl Rose look. And the one thing he knew about it was that you never, ever want to be on the 
receiving end of it. That was the last coherent thought he managed to form, because it came to his attention, 


with a sudden pang of horror, that the gun Axl's dad was holding was now pointed at him. 
God, this motherfucker was crazier than Axl. 


The others caught up just as Slash began to slowly raise his hands above his head with an almost inaudible 
whimper, stopping them dead in their tracks with piercing trepidation. 


Beside William, who was now focused entirely on the lead guitarist, Axl was slowly gathering himself and, as 
silently as he possibly could, making his way to his feet, resting briefly on his knees and holding a finger to his 
lips so that the others wouldn't focus William's attention back on him by reacting. 


Axl moved until he was standing directly behind his father, and then emitted a low, guttural growl that sent 
shivers down everyone's spines. A smirk took over William's fiery glare and he was just about to turn around 


when Axl jumped on him from behind. 


In the wake of the abrupt movement, William's finger accidentally caught the trigger it had been hovering over 
so precariously and a shot rang out and echoed through the otherwise entirely still Indiana night. 


Fear and basic instinct instructed Slash to "FUCKING MOVE!" On second thought, that was Duff's alarmed voice, 
who had been loitering nearby with his breath caught in his throat until now. Slash managed to jump out of 
the way just in time and the bullet bounced off a slide that was near him and fell to the ground, having just 


barely missed him by no more than an inch or so. 


His heart was racing wildly as he fell to the ground. Steven immediately rushed to his side, rubbing his back, 
trembling with terror himself yet paradoxically flooded by an immense wave of relief that the bullet had 
missed his best friend. 


In the meantime, Axl had flung his arms around his father's neck and was choking him as hard as he could. 
William scratched and clawed at his son's tattooed arms, but he was much stronger than his skinny figure let 
on. However, he still wasn't a match for the older, bigger, fiercer version of himself, and William managed to 
throw his son off of him and turn around to face him once more, now advancing in his direction rapidly and 


with a menacing snarl. 


Slash, still on the ground, was holding his breath, and everyone else was frozen in place, too, and not just 


because it was cold as hell. Hot, salty tears ran down Sharon's cheeks as she shook in her husband's arms. 


William pointed the gun threateningly at his son once more, and this time the panic was evident on Axl's face, 
his hazel eyes wide and dismayed. He stumbled a few steps backwards, almost tripping once but managing to 


catch himself before he hit the snow-covered ground. 


Sweat dripped off William's face despite the temperature and he seemed to have been taken over by some 
creature that was more animal than human, all sense of reality having disappeared from his eyes. Axl was 
rooted to the spot now, unable to move, stricken with a terror that had rendered him incapable of any sort of 


reaction as the situation sunk in. 


He had found his father wandering the streets of Lafayette with a gun in his hand he'd probably stolen from 
somewhere and had been intent on doing to him what he had done to Izzy. He still couldn't believe that he was 
actually here, and now he was in the most fucked-up situation his mind could have mustered up. After this 


was all over, he hoped he'd never have to see his father ever again. 


And his father seemed to have the exact same thought, as he pulled the trigger again, this time undeniably on 
purpose. Axl still couldn't find it in him to dodge it. 


"NO!" Came a high-pitched scream, and, in a flash of movement, Sharon freed herself from Stephen's 
protective grasp and leaped in between Axl and the bullet. 


William's eyes widened and he dropped the gun and ran away. 


Axl finally found his feet and rushed to his mother's side, sinking down onto the ground with her bleeding body 
in his arms. Despite all their issues, tears filled his eyes and spilled over, running down his face as he stroked 


her cheek. The bullet had struck her right in the chest. 


"I'm sorry." Were her final words to him before her body went limp and cold against his. He closed his eyes, 


rocking her back and forth, sobs wracking his exhausted body. 


Stephen attempted to run after William, yelling curses, but Duff and Slash held him back. Steven, in the 


meanwhile, approached Axl, but he screamed at him to go away. 


"I love you." He whispered and kissed his mother's forehead, guilt for all the years he spent hating her taking 
him over. In the years to come, nightmares of her and his father would torment his dreams. 


The funeral was held a few days later. The guys decided to stay in Lafayette until then, although they had 
cancelled their final gig, and Axl spent most of his time in bed, staring blankly at the colorless wall. Izzy kept 
him company a lot, having been released from the hospital though still badly bruised, even though Axl refused 
to talk to anyone. Still, Izzy just sat by his bed and put a hand on his back comfortingly. 


The police had arrived at the playground far too late, but they had taken the gun and therefore had William 
Srs fingerprints; it turned out he was actually a fugitive at the time. Duff reassured Axl that they would find 


him very soon. 
At the funeral, Axl still wasn't speaking to anybody. He was wearing the same clothes he had been for days 
and they hung off his limp frame that hadn't been getting proper nourishment in an eternity. He stared at the 


open casket emptily, having not cried once since the actual night it happened. Izzy swallowed down a lump in his 


throat as he watched his best friend from childhood on. 


Stephen walked up behind Axl. Axl tensed up, waiting for him to speak When he did, this is what Axl's 
stepfather said to him: 


"I can't believe this is what you wore to your own mother's funeral" Stephen shook his head, pointing out how 


disrespectful it was. 


Axl just snarled and decided he wasn't worth an answer. One thought, however, crossed his mind, despite all 


the events of the past week and a half or so: 


‘| guess some things never change: 


The End. 


